224                              CAESAR   IS   DEAD

as they had rushed through Clodia's. He murmured the
prayer to the Mother of All Living:

Far from my home keep this wild ecstasy.
Drive on the others, madden the others, not me.

"What is it?" asked Amos, fearful that some spell was
being cast on him, and feeling under his shirt for the phy-
lactery which was tied round his neck on a string.

AFTER Amos went, Gallus set to work again writing. He
felt that he must express his bitterness or die. An idea came
to him. He would write a devastatingly cruel satire and
take it to Cytheris with a mock request that she would add
it to the other for a public reading.

His stylus slid across the wax of the new tablet that Leonidas
had bought. The abuse tumbled from him. Let it go down
crudely; he could smooth it out later.

O twisted mouths can kiss her if they hold

a golden coin between the dirty teeth.

She longs for Midas parching life to gold;

a golden weapon in a scabrous sheath

is all her wish.   It's stabbed her to the heart,

upwards, with gold.   Her wounded body bleeds:

staunch her with gold; and should her sickness start,

clysters of gold will liquidate her needs.

And yet I die in beggary of a kiss.

Because she will not crook her little finger

with mine in love, I die. . . .

His hand trembled viciously. He was getting his own back.